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"I bring you good tidings of great joy"
ND it came to pass in those days, that
that there went out a decree from Ceesar
Augustus, that all the world 'should be
taxed. (And this taxing was first made
when Cyrenius was governor of Syria.)
And all went to be taxed, every one into his own city.
And Joseph also went up from Galilee, out of the city
of Nazareth, into Judaea, unto the city of David, which
is called Bethlehem, (because he was of the house and
lineage of. David,) To be taxed with Mary his espoused wife, being great with child. And so it was,
that, while they were there, the days were accomplished that she should be delivered.
And she brought
forth her firstborn son, and wrapped him in swaddling
clothes, and laid him in a manger; because there was
no room for them in the inn. And there were in the
same country shepherds abiding in the field, keeping
watch over their (lock by night. And, lo, the angel o[
the Lord shone round about them: and they were sore
afraid. And the angel said unto them, Fear not: for,
behold, I bring you good tidings of great joy, which
shall be to all people. For unto you is born this day,
in the city of David, a Saviour, which is Christ the
Lord. And this shall be a sign unto you: Ye shall find
the babe wrapped in swaddling clothes, lying in a
manger. And suddenly there was with the angel a
multitude of the heavenly host, praising God, and saying. Glory to God in the highest, and on earth
peace, good will toward men. And it came to pass, as the angels were gone away from them into
heaven, the shepherds said one to another. Let us now go even unto Bethlehem, and see this thing
which is come to pass, which the Lord hath made known unto us. And they came with haste, and
found Mary, and Joseph, and the babe lying in a manger. And when they had seen it, they made
known abroad the saying wh'.ch was told them concerning this child. And all they that heard it
wondered at those things which were told them by the shepherds. But Mary kept all these things,
and pondered them in her heart. And the shepherds returned, glorifying and praising God for all
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SPARKS FROM
DIFFERENT ANVILS
S. G. Engle
Cultivate silence when tempted to speak
of yourself.
Cultivate silence, when speaking would
only start a useless controversy.
—o—
Cultivate silence, when speaking would
only be casting pearls before swine.
The Master was silent when accused,
courageous when challenged; and patient
when mocked.
—o—
"What did you do when you were
abused?" Said one, "When they spoke
roughly, I answered softly."
—o—
If you wear the shield of faith, the darts
of the enemy will brighgten it.
—o—
Woe to them
Who are proud in their unbelief.
That call heinous sin by a fair name.
Who are self conceited, self centered.
Who giveth their neighbor drink.
Who justify the wicked.
—o—
Satan always finds work for idle hands.
—o—
Every Church should be a home, full of
joy and a blessed, helpful fellowship.
•—o—
Every young person can begin to reign
early in life, to be a king through Jesus
Christ our Lord.
—o—
The world needs all manner of servants,
because we have all manner of service.
•—o—
Every person is a conqueror or a failure
in life, and the conflict begins early.
—o—
Ancestry is not necessary to shape our
life. Every one has the ability and opportunity to choose the good and refuse the
evil. God is ever ready to save those who
seek Him.
JESUS LIFTED UP HIS EYES
Suppose you had to look straight ahead.
Suppose that you could look neither up nor
down, to the right hand nor to the left. Your
range of vision would be so restricted that
you would be limited to what was immedi•ately in front of you, and that at no very
great distance. Surely this would be a great
handicap. But suppose the eyes of your
heart, the windows of your soul, were so
fixed that for them there was neither up-

ward nor downward glance, neither right
hand nor left. That indeed would be a still
greater handicap. Yet there are people who ;
impose such a condition on themselves both
naturally as well as spiritually. They seldom see anything other than which is immediately in front of them, and, alas! the
inclination of the glance is downward.
In the Gospels we are several times reminded: "And Jesus lifted up His eyes."
He took His eyes from that which was immediately in front of Him or around Him,
and He lifted them up to gaze at the stars
and the eternal infinite that lies beyond.
Surely if the Master felt the necessity of
looking Heavenward, how much more so
ought we to feel it. And why? The answer to that is spread upon the face of Holy
Writ. We are creatures of time. We ought
to look up to have our faces lighted with the
glow of the eternal. The saints of old "looked unto Him and were lightened." So also
ought we. "Unto Thee," sings the Psalmist,
"lift I up mine eyes, 0 Thou that dwellest
in the Heavens." The horizontal look, the
downward look, never finds God. But the
Heavenward look does. "And they looked
stedfastly toward Heaven." And from that
Heavenward look came the answer to the
perplexity of the ascending Christ. "And
Stephen looked up." And from the Heavens
came the smile of his Lord, and courage in
the midst of martyrdom. Jesus lifted up
His eyes at Lazarus' tomb and in the upper
room. So ought we.—Religious Herald.
CIVILIZATION KILLS CIVILIZATION
Arthur P. Kallman
That great civilizations like the Egyptian,
the Roman and the Mayan went down is a
matter of history. In the Middle Ages men
fumbled around in the darkness for light
and freedom centuries before the intellectual, spiritual and mechanical revolutions
finally took place. Our modern civilization,
many think, is on the downward slide, to be
followed by another period of darkness,
necessarily not a long period of time, after
which the Golden Age will be ushered in.
H. G. Wells' "Things To Come" bespeaks in
no uncertain terms an impending catastrophe. Civilizations have a beginning, a climax and a finish.
Before the World War everyone w a s
rather optimistic as to the continued upward
progress of the race. Man had freed himself, it was felt, of old-time religious and
intellectual superstition. The machine age
had come with marvelous possibilities for
leisure and travel by which men would
learn even more to shake off the old-fashioned shackles. As a closer contact between
nations was established, it would make for
the abolition of war. Before the great conflict some proclaimed that intelligent mankind had progressed so far that war was
well nigh impossible. It was said by one
great man: "We may hope that the growing
influence of enlightened sentiment will promote the permanent peace of the world."
But the climax was apparently reached.

Man wasn't able to make the world safe for
democracy. As to enlighened sentiment,
Mussolini has it, but that hasn't prevented
him from killing thousands of Ethiopians in
his blind desire to carve out another Roman Empire. The world today is more enlightened, than ever, but war has by no
means ceased to exist as an instrument of
international policy. What a canker on our
boasted civilization! It isn't the perfect
understanding that wars are wrong that will
prevent them. Enlightened sentiment needs
to be controlled by civic and individual
righteousness to be effective. There is too
much savagery among the nations. Another world struggle, perhaps fearfully imminent, admittedly would wipe out the remains of a failing social order. It would be
the last war. How strange that civilization
should kill civilization!
The devouring proclivities of the age are
expressed in many ways. The steam engine
has almost been "eaten up" by the gasoline
motor, whose place in turn is being usurped
by the Diesel engine, and the airplanes. Oil,
now so important to motion, might have to
give way entirely to radio power. The machine in general has relieved millions of
hard labor. The horse has been replaced by
the automobile. Individuals are swallowed
up by organizations and clans. Nations are
being destroyed by military aggression.
This civilization—a combination of progress and set-backs, poverty and plenty,
churches and saloons, democracy and dictatorship, enlightenment and savagery, education and ignorance, squalor and clean bath
tubs, automobiles, television, newspapers,
Hollywood, cigarettes, life insurance, birth
control, King Alcohol, unemployment, machine guns, politics—to many people is on
the upward trail. But let us keep in mind
that civilization is only imperfect human
endeavor, that education does not always
bring about character, that there are many
educated criminals, that bath tubs do not
produce clean souls, that social betterment
is not necessarily indicative of a greater
love for one's fellows, that democracy has
not been effective enough to stave off dictatorship, that pompous governments are in
such debt that these must finally be cancelled, that back of peace-talk there is a
mad scramble for greater armaments, that
revolution is an ever-present danger in
practically all countries, that war is talked
of as a certainty.
With two hundred thousand murderers in
our own country loose, with our penal institutions filled to overflowing, with an everincreasing atheistic attitude of life on the
part of millions, with poison gases and
liquid fire intended to kill most of humanity in the event of war, with nations armed
to the teeth, with the present distress in the
world foreboding greater troubles, perhaps
the "pessimists" are not so wrong after all
as they profess to see the finish of the present order of things. Yet they are optimistic,
because beyond Armageddon they gaze upon a better age.—Evangelical Beacon.
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As we look out on the world which has
for more than nineteen centuries had the
privilege of drinking at the fountain of
cleansing opened by Christ on Calvary's
Cross, we are startled and amazed to see
how many of the world's millions do not
yet know the merest shadow of the abundant life which the Savior promised to those
who would believe on Him. W h e n the
Savior came to earth the Herald Angels
sang, "Peace on earth, good will toward
men" and we sometimes wonder why that
after 1900 centuries the world at large today seems to be more war-minded than
peace-minded. On every hand nations are
preparing for what will be perhaps the
greatest conflict of the ages. There can
be only one answer to this and that is that
many have not allowed the Christ to truly
illuminate, and purify their lives. W e do
not wonder that Jesus said, "The Prince of
this world cometh and hath nothing in me."
His life was pure, His thoughts, His motives, His propensities and desires were
snow white and transparent. It is the same
glorious light and purity He would bring
into the heart of all men who believe in
Him. So long as men love darkness rather
than light their deeds will be evil and they
will not come into the light.
W h e n Jesus was born in Bethlehem He
was laid in the manger where the beasts of
the field had fed. While His presence was
there that manger was glorified and it became the holiest spot on earth, but we
must not forget that after the Savior went
away the beasts fed again. It was only His
presence that could glorify the place and
just so it is in the human heart, He must

411

the members of your family and friends for
1937. Just send $1.00 and we will forward
fhe paper to any new subscriber anywhere
in the world for one year. A gift subscription blank is enclosed in this paper. W e
thank you!

Christmas
Once again we celebrate the day of our
Savior's birth. W e , of course, are not at
all sure that Jesus was born on the twentyfifth day of December. Many indications
are that this was not the day that our
Savior came to Bethlehem. Nevertheless,
it is entirely fitting that one day of the
year be set apart to celebrate the birth of
this wonder Babe of all ages..
T o the true Christian the appreciation
of the birth of Christ grows greater as the
years go by and the glories which surround
this natal day grow brighter as he contemplates the day on which Christ was begotten in his own heart. W e will perhaps
never realize nor appreciate the significance
of the Savior's humiliation until we get a
firm grasp of Paul's marvelous statement in
Philippians declaring this great fact, that
Christ, our Wonderful Savior, the Fellow
of God, the Co-equal of our Heavenly
Father "Made himself of no reputation and
took upon him the form of a servant, was
made in the likeness of men, and being
found in fashion as a man, he humbled himself, and became obedient unto death, even
the death on the cross."
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dwell there if it is to be a sacred and holy
place. This does not mean reformation
which is so strongly advocated by many.
N o matter how holy may be the environment in which humans may find themselves,
it may not be long until like the beast we
will again trample under our feet the things
holy and divine.
Our prayer this Christmas should not be
that the Christ child may come into our
heart, but the God man of Galilee, who
died on Calvary's cross for our redemption
should come into the room of our souls,
and so cleanse, purify, and elevate our nature that our hearts should no longer be
cold and hard, but might be made a fountain head of blessing, that thru His wondrous grace we might be sharers with all
mankind of His light, His love and compassion.

How Swiftly Time Flies
W i t h this issue of the "Visitor" we again
complete another volume of twenty-six
numbers published during this year of 1936.
W e wish to take this opportunity to thank
all of our contributors, subscribers and all
who have in any way contributed toward
the support and progress of the Evangelical
Visitor during the past year. The success
of the paper will aways depend upon the
co-operation given by its readers, and contributors.
W e gather from the many letters received
that the ministry of the Evangelical Visitor
is great and that many lives have been
blessed through its Bi-weekly visits. It is
our constant prayer and endeavor to make
the paper a worth while religious journal.
T o do this, of course, not everything that
is sent in can be published with profit. W e
aim to give our readers the best. However,
we are conscious of the fact that we do not
always succeed even in this, but it is to this
end that we invite your co-operation, criticisms and helpful suggestions with other
worth while contributions that will make
the paper so invaluable that none can afford
to be without it.
W h e n you receive the first number of
the Evangelical Visitor for 1937 you will
see that we have crossed the threshold of
the 50th year of its existence. In other
words, 1937 will be the Golden }ubilee year
of the paper. W e will have more to say
regarding this as time goes on; however we
want to announce that we hope by the
grace of God to make 1937 a very, special
and outstanding year in the history of the
paper. It is for this reason that we very
earnesty solicit your gift subscriptions for

Ten Commandments for
Christmas
Joe/ E.

Carlson

I
Thou shalt not leave "Christ" out of
Christmas, making it "Xmas." For X
stands for the algebraic unknown.
II
Thou shalt not let Santa Claus take the
place of Christ. For Christmas is not a
fairy tale.
Ill
Thou shalt not value gifts by their cost,
but by love and thoughtfulness represented
therewith.
IV
Thou shalt give thyself with thy gifts,
for love and service increase immeasurably
the value of thy giving.
V
Thou shalt not give to thy children toy
soldiers, toy pistols, or toy cannons. For
these are contrary to "Peace on Earth,
Good Will to Men."
VI
Thou shalt not neglect public worship at
Christmas time. For the W i s e Men of
Old journeyed far to seek the Christ-Child
and worship Him, and to give Him gifts.
VII
Thou shalt not neglect the needy and
unfortunate at Christmas time. For the
Lord sought thee when thou didst need Him
most.
VIII
Remember Christmas D a y to keep it holy
—as the birthday of thy Lord.
IX
Thou shalt not burden thy servant at
Christmas time. Remember the shop-girl,
the merchant, and the mail carrier with
consideration.
X
Thou shalt prepare thy soul for Christmas—that the Christ-Child may not be shut
out of your soul, but welcomed to the "inn"
of your heart.
"Make a joyful noise unto the L O R D ,
all ye lands. Serve the L O R D with gladness; come before his presence with singing." Psa. 100:1, 2.
The narrow gate, which one must choose
to enter by himself alone; this narrow way
of determined, undeviating faith in God,
and loving obedience to him; oh! it leads
into a very spacious country.—Selected.
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Gold, Frankincense, and Myrrh
Arthur M.
"When they saw the star, they rejoiced
with exceeding great joy. And when they
were come into the house, they saw the
young child . . . and fell down and worshipped him: and when they had opened their
treasures, they presented unto him gifts;
gold, frankincense, and myrrh."

Climenhaga

gold? How about the golden things in life:
the joy which we have, the glory of our
successes, all our beauty, all our gaiety, all
our golden mirth and laughter? Have we
so given of our gold of joy to Christ that it
has been purified by God's sanctifying
power to such an extent that it is a well of
springing water in our souls? If a person
H E night was dark. N o t a sound gets the "pouts," let him give his joy to
broke the stillness of the little town God to make over and the poor gift will be
of Bethlehem save the occasional cry of a turned into heavenly gold.
baby. Suddenly a shout roused many of
Then again we should give the glory of
the slumberers, especially those who were the successes that come our w a y to God as
sleeping in the village khan. "A star, a a gift of gold. So often we fail, when a
great star in the East!" In a very short little praise comes to us, to say, " T o the
time crowds were out on the streets and Lord all the honor and the praise belongs.'
upon the roof tops watching a great star
Lastly in this little gift of gold, we
slowly rise out of the East and presently should present to Christ all our beauty, all
stop. W o n d e r of all wonders, it seemed our gaiety, and all our golden mirth and
to hang over the village khan.
laughter, those physical spiritual attributes
A short time later a strange group of which make the character of a man or
men came into the city riding on camels. woman. W h e n all of these qualities are
They inquired, " W h e r e is he that is born " presented to Christ, what glory He reKing of the Jews?" Nobody seemed to ceives through our lives!
know. Soon, however, the men started out
Frankincense.
But gold was not all that
for the village khan rejoicing, for "when the wise men had to offer. They also had
they saw the star they rejoiced with ex- frankincense. For what does that word
ceeding great joy." They entered into a symbolically stand? Our worship is our
room where a little baby lay and individual- gift of frankincense to God. Have we prely presented to him three gifts: Gold, sented it, have we come and fallen on our
Frankincense, and Myrrh.
faces before our King and worshipped Him,
To-day there is a darkness and stillness or are we worshipping some twentiethMoreover, frankincense
of Depression covering the earth such as century idol?
never has been before. But in that dark- stands for the spirit part of man—the part
ness comes a shining light and a cry. That of man that comes into contact with God.
light is Jesus and the cry is, "Accept Christ If that part is not given to God, then there
and all will become light. Give your gifts is no contact; then there is no fellowship.
to Christ. P a y your homage to Him, and Furthermore frankincense represents our
ideals. All of us while we are young
all will be well."
build air castles about the future.
We
But we may say, " W h a t can I give to
idealize the future. But so often these
Christ? How can I pay my homage to
ideals of ours receive a blow and down
Him?" Well, just do as the wise men did.
they fall into the dust. W h a t can w e do
"And when they were come into the house,
to have ideals that will stand the tests of
they saw the young child . . . and fell down
the blows of life? Present them to Jesus to
and worshipped him, and . . . presented
mould and all is well. In fact, we will be
unto him gifts: gold, frankincense', a n d
surprised at the w a y in which these ideals
myrrh." Still, we desire to know what
will work out for good.
gold we can offer, what frankincense we
But there is still some frankincense left
have, what myrrh we can present. Let us
in the casket which has not been presented.
see.
Gold. "Gold and silver have I none, but W h a t is it? Ah! Our noblest love. So
such as I have give I unto thee." So said often we have friends to whom we pour
the Apostle Peter to the lame man at the out our hearts and tell our innermost
gate of the temple. And perhaps that is secrets. Sad to say, many times our confithe w a y some of us feel when we are face dences are broken; our love for that perto face with the fact of giving money to son is shattered. Listen. If we present
the Lord's work. Some of us do not have our love, our noblest love to Jesus we can
much money, it is true, but are we offer- sing,
ing what we can to the Lord or are we
"What a friend we have in Jesus,
holding to the penny with such a miserly
All our sins and griefs to bear,"
clutch that we sometimes, figuratively,
"make the Indian squeal"?
and our love will never be broken.
Yet one little bit of frankincense remains:
Yet, is money all that we can offer to
our King in order to give Him our gift of our finest aspirations. I once knew a fine
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young man who was unsaved. W h e n he
was approached on the subject of giving
his heart to Christ he replied, " N o , I cannot. That would destroy my plans for
life." T o o often we have the idea that our
greatest and finest aspirations to amount
to something in this world would be destroyed if we yielded to Christ. N o t so.
They are really transformed into true aspirations that are are of the finest quality of
frankincense.
Myrrh. W e have one more gift to present to Christ: that of myrrh. T h e common definition and connotation of the word
myrrh is death, but it also refers to the
thought of love. However, let us see if
there is not something in death that should
be presented to the King as we draw near
to Him.
Naturally when we think of death, we
think of that state in which the life of the
physical body is no more. W e are not
called to die physicaly for Christ in the
present time, but who knows but that in
the near future we will be called to martyrdom? A person is not fully giving his gift
of myrrh to Christ if he does not have the
martyr spirit. But apart from physical
death, is there not some "bitter pill" to take
in order to present this gift of myrrh to
Christ? Yes, a death to self. Oh, how we
do love ourselves! Sometimes we say,
"God, here's my gold, here's my frankincense, but the myrrh of death to self, Lord,
I just can't give it up." N o wonder that so
many young people have such an up-anddown Christian life. They are not dead to
self.
N o w love also is found in the gift myrrh.
Love is the greatest word in the Bible—
the greatest word in the world. "For God
so loved the world that He gave His only
begotten Son . . ." That was a love of so
magnificent a kind that it brought selfabnegation. Yet we hold our love to ourselves till it becomes bitter, even sour. But
when we present it to Christ it becomes
peculiarly sweet, something that cannot be
described.
Christmas season is approaching -when
we shall commemorate Christ's birth.
Many cards that will be sent to friends will
have on them a picture of the wise men
and a star. W h e n we see those pictures,
may there rise in our hearts a holy joy because we too have brought our gifts of
Gold, Frankincense
and Myrrh to our
King.
W e may leave out many things in our
reckoning these days, but we cannot, with
impunity to ourselves and our generation,
leave out that which God Himself has made
and established beyond all the reach or
strength of man. "The fear of the Lord is
the beginning of wisdom" and on that
foundation wisdom erects her temples and
crowns her heroes.—Dr. J. O Atkinson.
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The Hope of the Christian
Alfred S. Rotz
H P H I S mortal life is enshrouded in great tian's life. On God's side the Christian's
•"• mystery. W e live a n d we move security is fixed; but then man must conabout, but we cannot understand the great tinue steadfast in hope until the end if he
and unfathomable mystery of life. The de- would enter into the eternal haven of rest.
velopment of sciences and natural research- Could we see with our eyes our eternal
es have brought to light great truths that possessions in heaven then hope would not
stagger the human mind and which seem be needed, for what a man seeth, why doth
almost unbelievable, but yet after they have he yet hope for? But if we hope for that
gone to the very limits of their explorations we see not, then do we with patience wait
and have exhausted every resource at their for it. How could a man show the integrity
command, they are completely baffled and of his heart without being subjected to
come to their wit's end when it comes to hope, or how could a Christian portray his
the final analysis as to what life is. There- confidence in God if his trust in God were
fore, there is no power, no wisdom, no not put to the test. There can be no virtue
light, aside from that which God reveals where faith is not tested. How could
Himself, upon which we can build our any one know that he has faith in God if
hopes for future security. Even the earth there were no occasions for the elements
itself is not a sure foundation; it is only a
ball of matter revolving in space and held
in place by the unseen hand of God, and
will some day pass away with a great
Oh, Peaceful, Restful Night!
noise. Seeing then that all • these' things
cannot be denied, and the only source of
Charles R. Stump
wisdom we have of the origin of life and
of matter, and the final consummation of
all things is found in the revealed written When darkness o'er the land prevaileth.
W o r d of God, it is the highest wisdom of When songs of birds are hushed,
man to abandon all self conceived ideas When Night her re'st ne'er faileth,
and notions of God and of nature and of For all with burdens crushed,
himself, and fall prostrate down at the feet 'Tis then has come the hallowed hour
of Him w h o is the only omnipotent, the all With rest for children of our Lord;
wise and everlasting God, and believe on 'Tis then is surcease from our sorrow
His Son Jesus Christ whom He hath ap- In the starlit shadow of His Word.
pointed heir of all things, and build upon
Him all hopes for this world and for the Oh, Night, thy tent is starlight!
world to come.
A canopy for our strong wall.
Oh, Restful Night! Oh, Hallowed
Night!
In all ages men have tried and are trying
Pillow with love Thy children all.
to conceive some other way of securing
rest for their weary souls and their troubled
minds but all have proved in vain. It is
only like building their hopes upon the
shifting sands of time and like building of true faith? If the prize of the high callcastles in the air. In the midst of all this ing of God were something tangible or
chaos in this poor world, wreaking in sor- something that could be handled, the rerow and death, turmoil, anguish and pain, ligion of Jesus Christ would be robbed of
O what comfort is found when the Sun of its beauty and power. It is the faith of
Righteousness looms up into the sin dark- the creature of God's care that is more
ened soul, with healing in His wings, and a precious in His sight than anything that
sure foundation is found upon which to mortal man can offer to God. In tenderest
love and affection sometimes our Father
build, like a rock in a weary land.
W e will notice some of the fruits and in heaven hides His face from the humble
some of the rewards of the Christian's child of His grace to draw out expression
hope in his God. It is hope in God that of the riches of the blessed hope that is
brings out the beautiful characteristics of hidden in the heart of His humble child.
the Christian faith. It leads to purity of And when the trial is past, the experience
heart. "He that hath this hope purifieth of that child of God is richer and sweeter
himself even as He is pure." The stronger than ever before.
hope is the closer will be the walk with
God. Hope bridges the chasm between
faith and sight. It is that mysterious something that unites us with the unseeen world.
Hope in God is that glorious something
that lifts the curtain when all is dark and
drear. It is the mainspring of the Chris-
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Hope in God will lead to entire consecration, sanctification and the fullness of
the Spirit. It opens the door to all that
God has for the soul. It is the release cord
that opens the vaults of heaven.
The
riches of God are inexhaustible, but they
can be transmitted only as the soul has
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capacity to receive them. W h e n Jesus was
On earth there were places where He could
not do many mighty works because of
their unbelief, but the people who received
Him gladly were made happy recipients of
His mercy and power. If your hope is
built on nothing less than Jesus Christ and
righteousness you will not only have the
blessings of heaven but you have heaven
itself in your soul and all that goes with
it. If your hope is anchored in God you
are already a citizen of heaven with all the
privileges of a legal heir of God. If our
hope in God remains unshattered whether
we get there soon or late, the deed we hold
by faith to those mansions in heaven are
recorded there, and no power on earth or
in hell can rob us of our "title clear to
mansions in the skies." The joy of a life
of faith is the Christian's strength. The
beauty of a life of purest hope in Jesus
Christ is so sweet in its reality, so powerful in its endurance, and so vast in its
scope that it sweeps aside every obstacle
that men and devils can put in the way to
oppose. It is like a mighy flood of waters
that cannot be stopped. W h e n obstacles
oppose it simply leaps above all opposing
forces to triumphant victory. Hope in God
so fills the soul with the divine glory that
there will be no room for the gratifications
of the flesh, for if we walk in the Spirit we
shall not fulfill the lusts of the flesh. The
process of a victorious life is so simple
and so logic that it can be readily understood by every honest seeker after the
truth. It is simply opening your heart to
all that God has for you; and when you do
that the devil will flee away. The Christian's hope in his God will lead him to
renounce the hidden works of darkness and
every last vestige that comes between him
and his God, and will inspire new desires
and deeper longings for the riches and the
fullness of His love that passeth all understanding. Hope in God must be a continual process. The bands of hope must be
intact regardless of outward conditions.
The house that was built upon the sand,
no doubt fared just as well as the house
that was built upon the rock until the test
came on; but in the crucial test, great was
the fall of the house that was built upon the
sand. Every man's hope will be tested
sometime. The man who professes faith
in Jesus Christ and cannot stand the storms
of trials and persecutions in this life, will
have nothing to build his hopes upon, when
every man's work shall be tried. The hope
that can outride all the storms of life and
come out more than conqueror will assure
the believer of an abundant entrance into
the everlasting kingdom of our Lord and
Saviour Jesus Christ.
The glorious anticipation of riches in
heaven, incorruptible, undefiled and that
fadeth not away, and the absolute fulfill(Continued on page 418)

414

(6)

V I S I T O R

December 21, 1936

grateful hand at Lem. Again that fumbling
left. Then I saw his right, deformed with
rheumatism. I kept his place for him.
"Lem told me about this free food," he
shivered. "It's the first time I been here,
see? An' I'm scared they'll close the door
on me. Most doors is closed on an old man.
. . . Lady, you ever been starved for a bite
of bread?"
I shook my head.
"It's tough. Nobody knows till they've
been there. . . . Last night I dreamt the Lord
walked up and down the Bowery handing
out two barley loaves and five small fishes.
And it was enough for all—"
The line jerked forward along the icy
pavement. I took a firm grip of the old
man's arm to guide his fumbling feet forward.
"Thank-ee, miss!" called Lem from back
of us. "Once you git him through the
door—"
Finally I got him through the door and
into the grateful warmth. His gaunt frame
stopped shivering. The blue slowly left his
sunken cheeks. He sank gratefully into a
seat, his precious old hat on his patched
knees, the thin gray wisps of his hair in
precise order. He lifted his hands and looked at them. They, too, were clean.
Lem, himself, put the steaming bowl of
stew before him, the sandwich and coffee.
"Eat!" he rasped, and fell like a famished
animal upon his own.
In that room I watched the warmth and
food and friendliness work their daily miracle. Snow-soaked shoes and thin rags were
forgotten. Swollen hands which a moment
ago had been numb with the cold now shook
in eager haste to take the food set before
them. Two hundred famished men! If it
were possible to flash a light back over the
life of each, what would one see? What
story lay behind that pale youth with the
hard, hurt eyes? Or that withered little
old man under the light, there, with his thin
claw-like fingers that snatched at bread?
What had brought him to such straits—bad
character or bad luck?
"A break," Lem was announcing with his
mouth full, "that's what I call this!" He
drained his coffee cup . . . "a break—"
Two hundred starving men; another two
hundred outside in the waiting line; hundreds more huddled in doorways, under the
elevated stairs, in every sheltered corner.
All this woe—and Christmas week! God help
them all!
"Lady—"
It was Fumble's shaking voice that broke
in on my unhappy thoughts. His worried
blue eyes besought me from across h i s
empty bowl.
"Lady, is there going to be room for me ?
In there—chapel time?"
"Not," grumbled Lem, "if you go fumblin' around and losin' out. When the time
comes, git yer seat! Don't stand on one side
for the other feller to go ahead o' you. That

may do for Springville, Nebraska, but it
don't go in New York."
Lem, that rangy red-head in whom even
the bitterness of this cruel winter could not
quite kill the youth, actually smiled at me.
"I calls h i m Fumble," he explained,
"though his real name's Luke Lamb. And
that sorta fits him, too; for he's a lamb
among wolves in tne Bowery. Fumbiy
hands, fumbly feet, fumbly eyes and fumbiy
head. Yes, miss, some day, while he's
thinking wnether to cross or not, a truck's
going to git him. A man like him's no business bumming it in New York."
•"Lady, I'm not bumming. All I'm doing is looking for work. 1 had my job in
Springville going on sixteen years, but my
boss, see, had a married son come home on
him, out of work. A man nas to provide
for his own family first. That's only natural. And that's how I got let out, see ?''
"But, lookit, Fumble, why didn't you hunt
another job in Springville, where the traffic
ain't so heavy, nor the hoofin' so hard on the
feet?"
"I looked three months. But everybody
else seemed to be looking, too. They kept
saying, 'Sorry. No room tor you, Lamb. Jobs
are mighty scarce, even for young men.'
. . . They didn't mean any slight, mind you.
They were just telling- me, see? . . . INo
room for me."
"But what," I asked him gently, "made
you think of New York?" i tried not to
sound as if I thought he'd been a fool.
For several seconds he didn't answer. His
gray head was bowed at last. One blueveined old hand picked at the frayed sleeve
above the useless twisted fiingers of tne
other. Then he looked wildly over that
sorry gathering of jobless men.
"God knows," he quavered, his old face
working in a sudden spasm of grief. . . . "I
—I guess that's when I started to be old
Fumble—"
"Aw-w," squirmed Lem uncomfortably—
"here"—he pushed his own second cup of
coffee in front of the old man—"here, arink
another cup."
"No, Lem, thanks.. . . Lady, I'd like to tell
you. . . . One night, see, after I d been
tramping all day looking for a job, Millie
—my wife—said, 'Seems like you could find
work if you looked hard enough. Mebbe ii
you looked further afield, there'd be something.' Millie didn't mean anything, mind
you. She was just worried something terrible. And I said sarcastic-like, 'Mebbe I
should look in New York?' Not meaning it,
see? And Millie said, 'Why don't you?'
Not meaning it either—"
There was a long, difficult pause. Lenrs
rags moved uneasily.
"So," finished Fumble, "I came. I jumped
freights, and got lifts in cars, and I hiked a
lot. Seems like everyone was willing to
help the old man on his way to New York.
Easy enough to get here. But not to get
back."
He fingered the frayed sleeve again; drew
a rent in the cloth carefully together.
"I couldn't find work. Then my clothes
wore out. And I looked like a hobo instead
of Luke Lamb, of Springville. Jobless and
in rags. . . . No, I never wrote home once.
Too proud, I guess. All I got left is my
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Going Home . . . For Christmas
Beatrice Plumb
OOTY snow! Yes, even the snow grew
S
soiled and sordid the instant it touched
this squalid street. In happier parts of New
York it had a magic beauty. But here in
the Bowery, banked up in dirty alleys and
dingy doorways, it was just part of the general grime. As it fell, it merely added the
last touch of unbearable discomfort to the
vague bundles of rags huddled in the breadline.
I hurried along that shivering line, making rapid mental count. Longer, I sighed,
than usual. Day after day, several hundred men, all pinched with hunger, stood in
this bleak, tragic line, awaiting a sandwich
and a steaming cup of hot coffee. "A handout," they called it, and to them the words
had a deeper underlying meaning. In a city
of strangers, with no job, no hope, and no
place to go, it could save a fellow, body and
soul, to thus find a friend—with a hand out!
I turned up my coat collar against the
bitter east wind and went on counting.
Ninety-two, ninety-four—oh, the pinched
blue faces, the sagging shoulders! Ninetysix, ninety-eight—oh, the rows of ragged
shoes, with snow wadded into every hole and
gaping crack! One hundred, hundred and
two—poor chil-blained hands thrust deep
into empty pockets! Hundred and four—
I felt a sharp tug at my sleeve. "Lady,
will you tell old Fumble up there to keep in
line, or he'll git crowded out again—"
"Sure. Which is Fumble?"
"That old fellow up front."
But there were seventeen old fellows up
front.
"I mean the one who ain't got no overcoat."
Neither was that—alas! any identification. Few of the seventeen had overcoats.
"The one that keeps gawpin' round.
There, now—him with the clean face!"
That made it easier. An erect old man,
the ghost of better days still clinging to
him. His tie carefully tied. His incredibly
ancient felt hat nicely set upon his tremulous head. Worried blue eyes blinked out of
a gentle old face. He was fidgeting in and
out of the line, trying to peer to the front.
He certainly would lose his place. But before I could tell him so, he had seen me. He
touched his hat with an awkward left hand.
"Lady," he quavered, "is there going to be
room for m e ? "
I reassured him, giving my message.
• "That must ha' been Lem. He's always
watching to see I don't get crowded out."
"A friend?"
"Sort of. We slept in the same doorway
one night and got to talking. We come from
the same state—Nebraska. I remind him
of his old dad, that's all."
He shuffled out of line again to wave a
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pride. Seems strange for a breadline man
to talk about pride."
"You could write from here. There's
paper, stamps—everything to do it with. . . .
A Christmas letter to Millie—"
A sudden eager joy flashed into his face,
then left it just as suddenly.
"I dunno," he said diffidently, "if they'd
want to hear from me. Millie and my
daughter Gracie are awful good women—
awful religious women. 'But mighty poor
forgivers. . . . I guess there's no place in
their lives for an old dad who walked out on
'em when times were hardest. No room in
that home for me."
I could not forget the desolation in his
eyes as he said "No room." Because it
haunted me, I stayed close to help him find
a seat when the chapel service began.
"Thankee, miss," I heard Lem say for
the second time that evening. "Once you get
him through the door—"
Through the chapel door, up the aisle,
guiding the fumbling feet, smiling assurance
into the worried blue eyes that were asking me wistfully if there was going to be
room for him, I said fiercely to myself,
"Gracie should be doing this."
I found him a good place and sat down
beside him. Before us were rows of ill-clad
backs resting easily against chairs. The
lights fell softly on unkempt heads and tattered figures, picking out here a bare elbow,
there a bare heel.
Then suddenly the service had started.
Somewhere up in front trained voices were
singing:

"No room! Crowded out of the best
places. Nothing left for this obscure family
but to sleep among the cattle in the stalls.
. . . That Baby born in a stable was to grow
into a wanderer—homeless, unwanted, with
nowhere to lay His head; to die, an outcast.
. . . Doesn't that make Him in a very special
way your Christ?"
Rags stirred eagerly against chairbacks.
Instant understanding flashed into eyes that
before were listless. For t h e y knew.
Which one of them had not spent long
nights on a doorstep; his roof, the cold
night sky; his bed, stone; his covering, old
newspapers. . . . No room for Him in the
best places. Stable or streets—that's all
the choice He had. . . . Sure, they knew!
Crowded out! Which one of them hadn't
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Christ is Born
Alfred

S.

Rotz

When the Christ on earth was born
On the Holy Christmas morn,
Lo! a host of angels sang,
And the air with music rang.
Faithful shepherds watching sheep
Heard with joy the message sweet.
And with haste they made their, way
To the place where Jesus lay.

"Art thou weary, art thou languid,
Art thou sore distrest?
'Come to Me, saith One, 'and coming,
Be at rest.' "

As the blessed story goes:
Lo! the Christ in swaddling clothes.
In a manger, on the hay
Calm and peacefully He lay.

Fumble followed the service like one in a
dream. A faint pink had come to his cheeks.
He knew the hymns by heart and joined in
the singing with all the assurance of a
smalltown choir-man. . . . His rags took on a
new dignity.
Outside a blizzard blew. Soon these thinly clad men must be turned out into the
teeth of it. Twenty-five cents would insure
each a bed for the night. But who had a
quarter in his empty pockets?
I looked around at this refuge of a chapel.
In the forty-three years since the founding
of the Bowery Mission, its Brotherhood had
gathered sixty thousand lost sheep into the
fold here.
Well, that kindly clergyman up there in
front was that sort of a shepherd. Like
his Master, he had that miracle-working sort
of faith. And hadn't he seen drunkards converted in this room, never again to touch
liquor? Hadn't he seen prodigal sons on
theirs knees, crying, "Father, I have sinned—"
Guiltily I jerked back my wandering
thoughts to the service. The minister was
speaking, one finger on his text in the big
Bible. "There was no room for them in the
inn," he read.
His kind eyes brooded over his ragged
flock. His lips moved as if in silent prayer.
Then he took up his message.

Jesus left His home above
To reveal the Father's love,
And to bring salvation free
Shed His blood on Calvary.
O ye sons of Adam's race!
Sing aloud and shout His praise.
Crown Him King and Lord of all.
Who has saved tts from the fall.

wandered these bleak, unfriendly streets
searching for a place to rest his unwanted
bones? . . . "Move on, there . . . move on!"
. . . Move on—sure. But where, when a man
had no place to go ?
"A Christ like that," said the minister,
"is the Christ for the man in the breadline.
His back has bent under burdens; so He can
help you bear yours. He understands. A
Christ like that can help you bear the burden of life!
"If He should come again this Christmas
Eve, would the best places in New York say
'No room'? Would He have to tramp the
Bowery—stand in your breadline? Would
there be room for Him even there, I wonder? . . . Or would your hearts be so cluttered up with bitterness, old grudges, pride,
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that there would be no room left in them
f o,r Him ?
"Can't you close your eyes a minute, and
see Him standing here? Can't you hear
Him say, 'Behold I stand at the door and
knock; if any man will open the door, I will
come in.' . . . Any man! That's you, my
brother. . . . Let Him in!"
Old Fumble's eyes were on my face. They
were very bright, very uplifted.
"Lady," he whispered. "Pride isn't going to crowd Him out of my heart. . . . You
show me where the paper and pens are, and
I'll write to Millie."
But before I had a chance, the miracle
happened. The minister was reading from
a list the names of men whose families were
advertising for them through the "agony"
columns of New York papers:
"Samuel E. Kay; Thomas Keller, of
Richey, Tennessee; Harry King, son of
James E. King; Luke Lamb, of Springville,
Nebraska—"
Luke Lamb! Of Springville, Nebraska!
Why—
"Old Fumble!" called Lem's voice back of
me. "Yes, sir. He's here, sir! There he
sits!"
"Luke Lamb," said the minister gravely,
"meet me after service. I have a message
for you."
We led his fumbling old feet to the little ante-room. The minister showed me
the marked newspaper:
"Luke Lamb, of Springville, Nebraska.
Dad, come home at once. Mother dying.
We want you so. Gracie."
"It's from Gracie," I told him. "She says
Millie—is—is ill—quite ill. She . says she
wants you so—"
"Wants m e ? " he trembled violently. "Did
you say wants me? Millie or Gracie?"
"Both."
Bie turned those unforgettable blue eyes
of his on the silent minister. "They want
me," he said, the wonder of it slowly sinking in. . . "Millie wants me—" Then a
stricken cry came from him, "Millie—
Gracie—I can't come! I've no money!"
The minister caught him—steadied him.
"Listen," he said, "there's a train at midnight. We'll find you an overcoat, a decent
outfit, get you a ticket and send you out
to-night. You'll be home for Christmas. . . .
Here, go with this young man. He'll fix you
up with shoes and everything."
As the dazed old man shuffled out, excited Lem rushed into action. He flung out
impetuous hands to the minister—asking
hands.
"Old Fumble ain't fit to travel alone.
Fumbly feet, fumbly hands, fumbly eyes!
Gawpin' here an' gawpin' there! Once you
get him through the door, he's safe enough,
but it's getting him there! Sir, lemme take
him! His home's right close to mine. . . .
I'd pay you back every cent of the ticket.
I may look a bum, but I'm honest as you
are—"
"I'm sure of it," said the minister gently.
"Parents alive, Lem?"
"Yes, sir . . . and if I ever see 'em again,
I'll never leave 'em. . . . My old dad—" His
voice broke and down went the fiery red
head on outstretched arms.
(Continued on page 423)
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GOOD-PLICKINGER—On Thursday, November 26, 1936, at 7:00 p. m., in the Chapel of
the Messiah Home at Harrisburg, Penna.,
Brother Albert C. Good and Sister Lydia M.
Plickinger, both of Harrisburg, were united
.in the holy bonds of wedlock by Eld. David
W. Brehm. A number of relatives and friends
were present. May God's richest blessing accompany them.

"Every way of a man is right in his own
eyes: but the L O R D pondereth the hearts.
T o do justice and judgment is more acceptable to the L O R D than sacrifice."—Bible.
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CHAPMAN—Sr. Alzina Chapman of Houghton, Ontario, died Nov. 29, 1936 at the age of
69 years. Three years ago, she and her husband were both converted in one of our tent
meetings and united with the Brethren in
Christ Church to which they were faithful
until their death.
Funeral services were conducted in her
daughter's home by Eld. Edward Gilmore, a s sisted by Rev. Gare of the Free Methodist
Church. Text: Psa. 116:15. Interment in Hemlock cemetery.
IilTCH—Bro. Amnion Oliver Liteh was born
Dec. 20, 1874, and after an illness of several
weeks, passed away on November 29, 1936.
The funeral services were held on Wednesday, December 2, in the Hernley Mennonite
Church. Bish. J. T. Ginder and Rev. Graybill
Wolgemuth officiated. They used as a text,
Matt. 24:44. Interment was made in the
adjoining cemetery.
MORPHET—Elsie, daughter of Bro. Fred
and Sr. Charlotte Morphet of Stayner, Ont.,
was born April 25th, 1929 and closed her
short life on Nov. 29th, 1936. While little Elsie
was never a robust child her parents little
thought she would leave them so suddenly after a sicknes of only a 24-hour duration.
She has gone to the land where sickness
shall never be known but leaves behind her
fond, yet resigned parents, two brothers and
three sisters, beside a number of uncles and
aunts, also grandparents.
Funeral services were held in Sixth Line
Church on Wednesday, Dec. 2d, conducted by
Bishop E. J. Swalm, assisted by Elders C. L.
Baker and G. C. Sheffer. Text: Luke 7:13.
Burial in cemetery adjoining.

That Letter I Neglected to
Write
/. H. Byer
I Tim. 6:18; Heb. 16:8
In communicating God works at both
ends. W h e n someone needs a letter God
is speaking to some one to write it. If
that person neglects to do so God's plan
is hindered. T o fail to obey in this is just
as bad as to fail in keeping any other command. W h e n we as God's children are led
to write to someone we should never neglect to do it. Paul the apostle whom most
Christians admire so much was a great
writer of letters. W h e n unable to write
of himself they were dictated to others.
A few searching thoughts. Think of
your mother who is yearning to hear from
you. Have you neglected her? If you
neglect her any longer it may break her
heart. There are many shut-ins because of
age and ailments to whom letters bring a
ray of sunshine. Again, a letterless mail
day on the foreign field brings heart pangs
to the missionary who has left homeland
and loved ones f o r Christ. A letter
strengthens Christian fellowship, keeps
hearts united and takes away distance.
Death or sudden sorrow may have come to
someone. A letter of sympathy and comfort will be richly blest of God. Some soul
may be in deep spiritual trouble. Whether
near-by or far away a letter may be God's
best way of lifting them out. A letter may
sometimes touch a hard heart that cannot
be touched any other way. There are still
other ways in which God uses letters.

M a y none of us be guilty of neglecting
this important ministry. Do you say it is
so hard for you to write? I wonder if this
excuse is not from the enemy, in many
cases? W h e n you feel you should write—
pray to God first, then go at it, and it will
be a joyful task.
W e feel the letter we neglected to write
—even when the Lord spoke so clearly—
may have caused that one to lose out in
their soul, or at least their way would have
been easier had we obeyed God. W e will
not fail God anymore—by His grace—will
we?

Thou Knowest, Lord!
Jane

Borthwich

Thou

knowest, Lord, the weariness and
sorrow
Of the sad heart that comes to Thee for
rest;
Cares of to-day, and burdens for to-morrow,
Blessings implored, and sins to be confessed;
We come before Thee at Thy gracious
Word,
And lay them at Thy feet; Thou knowest, Lord.
Thou knowest all the past; how long and
blindly
On the dark mountains the lost wanderer
strayed;
How the good Shepherd followed and how
kindly
He bore it home, upon His shoulders
laid;
And healed the bleeding wounds,
and
soothed the pain.
And brought back life, and hope, and
strength again.
Thou knowest, not alone as God, all-knowing!
As man our mortal weakness Thou hast
proved;
On earth, with purest sympathies
o'erflowing,
O Saviour, Thou hast wept; and Thou
hast loved;
And love and sorrow still to Thee may
come.
And find a hiding place, a rest, a home.
Therefore we come, Thy gentle call obeying.
And lay our sins and sorrows at Thy
feet;
On everlasting strength our weakness staying,
Clothed in Thy robe of righteousness
complete;
Then rising and refreshed we leave Thy
throne;
Then follow on to know as we are
known.
—Selected by Sarah Steckley.
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City Missions
Altoona Mission, 613 Fourth Ave., Altoona, Perm., in charge
of H. G. Miller and wife; Emma Crider.
Buffalo Mission, 25 Hawlcy St., Buffalo, N. Y., in charge
of E. C. Bossert and wife.
Chicago Mission, 6039 Halsted St., Chicago, 111., in charge of
Sarah II. Bert, Supt.; C. J. Carlson, Pastor; Avas Carlson;
Harriet Gough; Alice K. Albright; Esther Bert.
Dayton Mission, 601 Taylor St., Dayton, Ohio, in charge of
W. II. and Susie Boyer, fiva Dick, Angeline Cox.
Philadelphia Mission, 3423 N. 2nd St, Philadelphia, Penn., in
charge of Charles Nye and wife, Barbara Hitz, Mary Sentz.
San Francisco Mission. Life Line Gospel Mission, 832 Kearney
St., Walter L. Keighard, Pastor, Sadie Eeighard, Anna
Mary Royer. Res. 473 Guerrero St., Phone, UNderhill 4820.
Welland Mission, 38 Elizabeth St., Welland, Ont., in charge
of Jonathan Lyons and wife, Elizabeth Brubaker, Rosa Eyster.

Rural Missions
Houghton, Ont., Can., in charge of Edward Gilmore and wife,
Idellus Sider.
Kentucky, Garlin, in charge of Albert Engle and wife, Kathryn
J. Wengert, Ruth Dourte.
Kentucky, Home Evangel, in charge of J. Paul George and wife.
Mount Carmel Mission, Gladwin, Mich., in charge of Henry
Heisey and wife.
Paddockwood Mission, Meath Park Station, Saskatchewan, in
charge of Albert Cober and wife, and Helen Bowers.

Mission Pastorates
Clear Creek, Penn., in charge of Harry Fink.
Granville, Penn., in charge of Allen G. Brubaker, assisted
by Frances Myers.
Orlando, Florida, in charge of Floyd M. Wingert.
Rays Cove, Penn., to be supplied.
Saxton and Sherman Valley, Penn., in charge of Roscoe Ebersole and wife, assisted by Iola Dixon, Bertha Wingert.
Sylvatus, Va., in charge of D. E. Jennings.

Orphanages
Messiah Orphanage, Florin, Penn., Bro. Paul B. Wolgemuth,
Steward, and Sr. Rhoda Wolgemuth, Matron.
Mt. Carmel Home, Morrison, 111., in charge of Sr. Katie Bollinger and workers.

Old Peoples' Home
Messiah Home, in charge of Bro. and Sr. Joseph Musser, 1175
Bailey St., Harrisburg, Pa.
This department is intended for general church news. Concise
reports of missions, revival campaigns, Bible Conferences, and
definite testimonies. All reports and testimonies must necessarily be condensed. Copy should reach us two weeks preceding
the date of issue. Evangelistic slates will gladly be printed
when furnished us in proper form.—Editor.

EVANGELISTIC SLATE
D. R. EYSTER, Thomas, Oklahoma.
December a t Walsingham, Ont.
January at Wainfleet, Ont.
February a t Boyels, Ont.

TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN:
It has just come to my notice that in the
Roxbury Evangelistic Services, I taught
that, in order to consecrate, one must dispose of his real estate and personal property; and, furthermore, that I taught in
opposition of General Church or Conference
Boards, and belittled the work of the Foreign Mission Board in sending nurses and
doctors to the fields; and that I taught
against the operation of General Church Institutions, such as The Messiah Home, E. V.
Publishing House, Schools, etc., and that I
had no use for the Constitution and ByLaws.
I am very sorry that I have been misunderstood to the extent that anyone should
think such was the case, and I humbly ask
one and all to forgive me for not making
myself more clear with regard to my attitudes and teachings.
Yours humbly,
H. W. Landis.
NEWS NOTES—UPLAND, CALIF.
The Twenty-second Bible Conference of our
Church on the Pacific coast was held Nov. 2427 and proved to be a time of rich feasting for
our growth in grace and in the knowledge of
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God's Word. The Conference theme was Biblical Interpretation in the Light of the Present
Day, and in the opening message Bro. H. W.
Buckwalter admonished the speakers to stay
close by the Bible • Teachings from both Old
and New Testaments were given; The Gospel
in O. T. Poetry: Value of Commemorative
Feasts of Old; and Ordinances of the New;
Doctrine of Sin; N. T. Ketribution; etc. The
work and needs of Home Missions, both city
and rural, also had a place in the program.
Amos as an Interpreter of Divine Justice by
Bro. Monroe Book of Abilene, Kans., and The
Purpose and Theme of Philippians by Bro. J.
M. Zook of Tabor, Iowa, were rich presentations. We appreciated the presence and ministry of these visiting ministers throughout
tne week.
Thanksgiving afternoon the subject of education was discussed, Rev. Wm. Kirby of Huntington Park delivering the main address, Tne
Bible as the Basis of True Education. The
evening service was devoted to the interests
of Beulah College and the Annual Budget Raising.
Friday was Young People's Day, with the
theme of Church Loyalty, subjects being
handled by the young people themselves. We
were told what youth expects of the Church,
by way of encouragement, example, and opportunity for service, while the qualities of Honesty, Purity, and Devotion; the principle of
Non-resistance and the Need of Assuming Responsibility were discussed as necessary requisites for our Christian Youth. Bish. Wagaman presented the opportunities for young
people in our Church, and Bro. B. M. Books
gave the Pauline Challenge to youth in II Tim.
Saturday afternoon the preparatory service
was held preceding the communion service of
the evening. Again we were privileged to participate in the commemoration of our Lord's
death and sufferings, the pastors of our three
congregations, Bro. H. W, Buckwalter of Pasadena, Bro. J. R. Eyster of Chino and Bro. A.
C. Burkholder of Upland, assisting Bish.
Wagaman in officiating. It was a sweet and
blessed occasion as we meditated upon the cost
of our redemption.
Sunday morning Bro. Monroe Book brought
the message "Foxes among church members"
from I Pet. 2:1 and Jno. 13:34. Two souls
bowed at the altar of prayer. In the evening
Bro. J. M. Book spoke on the Second Coming,
from Luke 21:25-36 and Matt. 24:44. Conviction
was on hearts and again a number sought God
for their soul needs. Praise God!
—E. M. H. Cor.
NOTTAWA NEWS
Nottawa District, Ontario, Canada, has been
privileged to have two very gracious revivals
within the past few weeks.
The first two weeks in October our Bishop
E. J. Swalm mightily preached the Word in
the Second Line Church. Many souls testified
to having received new light and were determined to walk in that light by God's help.
Our Annual Bible Conference was held at the
Sixth Line Church on the first and second of
November, with evangelistic services each evening. The visiting speakers, Eld. E. C. Bossert, Buffalo, N. Y., and Eld. H. M. Hostetter,
Washington Boro, Pa., were used of God in
presenting many rich truths. We are confident that souls were made to catch a greater
vision of our Church and of our God.
The Bible Conference created a very fitting
atmosphere in which to start a revival. Mighty
conviction seized the people and many were
made to exclaim, "Surely, God is in this
place." For three weeks Bro. Hostetter continued
to deliver powerful, heart-searching
messages to large and attentive audiences. A
great number of souls received definite victory.
Backsliders were reclaimed, sinners
were saved, and believers were refreshed and
strengthened.
When the meeting closed many were at the
water's edge, as it were, almost ready to step
in. Some have stepped in since the close of
the meeting and have been washed whiter
than snow.
Sixteen precious souls were received into
Church fellowship, on the twenty-fifth of November. May God bless and keep each one
until Jesus comes.
Pearl Swalm, Cor.
EVANGELISTIC MEETINGS
A series of Evangelistic Meetings were held
at the Messiah Home, beginning on the eyeing of the dedication and continuing for three
weeks. Brother Graybill Wolgemuth was in
charge of the services and was used of God in
bringing a soul saving Gospel to us.
We are glad to say that the Holy Spirit was
outpoured in a wonderful way in these services. Many souls received definite help. The
Lord is continuing to revive His work, several

(9)

417

have sought Him at an altar of prayer since
the close of the meeting. We pray that the
hew Messiah Home Chapel may continue to be
a soul saving station.
RAPHO DISTRICT REPORT
An Evangelistic .Service opened- on Sunday
evening, November 8, 1936 at the Mastersonville Church and continued for two weeks, in
charge of Rev. H. O. Musser.
The services were well attended by the
brethren and sisters, but the unsaved folks
seem to absent themselves from the services.
This, however, should not discourage us for
we know that "God is still on the throne" and
He can send conviction to folks even if they do
not attend the services.
Bro. Musser presented the "good old Gospel
story" to very appreciative audiences, in a
way which stimulated the appetite of God's
children for the richer and deeper things of
God.
We feel confident that God will continue to
bless Bro. Musser as he goes to other fields of
labor.
PALMYRA, PA.
On Sunday, November 8th, we enjoyed the
presence in our Sunday School and Church
service, of Eld. and Sr. W. O. Winger, and children, Bert, Mark, Beth, Paul, (students at
Grantham), Elmo and Ruth. They spoke in
both services, to an interested audience.
Eld. Elwood Hershey, who is accompanying
the Wingers on their return to Africa, spoke
at a special service Thursday evening, Nov. 19.
An account of his call to the field was well
given. We were pleased to have the treasurer
of the F. M. Board and his wife, Eld. and Sr.
Graybill Wolgemuth in attendance at this service. They also gave short talks.
There was a good representation of our congregation, (Palmyra and Shenks) at the missionary farewell at Harrisburg, Sunday evening, Nov. 22.
Our midweek prayer meeting has been dispensed with, during the continuation of the
evangelistic services at Fairland and Hummelstown.
Upon invitation a group of our people attended revival services at Fishburns U. B.
Church (south of Hershey) on Saturday evening, Nov. 29th, at which time Eld. H. K.
Kreider delievered the message.
—Cor.
LEEDEY, OKLA.
The Revival which began a t the Red Star
Church, near Leedey, Okla., on November 1st,
was conducted by Bish. Bert Sherk from
Canada. Though only a few souls were saved
in the three week's campaign, the whole
Church membership was greatly benefitted and
uplifted. Let us pray that the seed sown may
yet spring up in some honest hearts and bringforth fruit. God is able to undertake, so let
us each carry the burden for the unsaved until we see our prayers are answered.
A number of our people attended the love
feast at Thomas the 19th of November, which
was indeed a feast for our souls.
—Cor.

BETHANY CHURCH, THOMAS, OKLA.
Nov. 8. A series of meetings began at Bethany Church. Bishop L. Shoalts of Wainfleet,
Canada, came into our midst as evangelist and
brought forth the Word in all its purity and
power. His messages to the Christians were
rich and were an incentive to draw closer to
God. Sinners were warned of the danger of
neglecting their soul's salvation and entreated
to come to Christ. We thank God for those
who responded to the call and sought Him,
both for salvation and sanctification. There
were thirty-two who knelt at the altar of
prayer. Our hearts were made sad as we saw
quite a number of our young people unwilling
to heed the call. The last night of the meeting about fifteen stood for prayer, but would
go no further. We ask your prayers that these
may be reached even though the meetings have
closed. Bro. Shoalts labored with us three
weeks and three nights and we are sure he
did his best to declare the whole counsel of
God. The Church was edified and built up, encouraged to press the battle forward till Jesus comes. We pray God's blessings upon our
dear brother, as he returns to his field of
labor.
Nov. 19. Since Bro. Shoalts was with us
and Bish. Bert Sherk was at Red Star, we decided to have a love feast and communion
service on this day when we were privileged
to have two Canadian bishops with us. God's
spirit was present and we were blessed as
we again commemorated the death and suffering of our Lord Jesus Christ.
Nov. 26 and 27. The Annual Bible Confer-
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ence was held on these two days a t the Bethany Church. The attendance was larger than
ever before.
Many timely and interesting
topics were discussed. Truly, these two days
were days on which we received much spiritual food. Bishops Shoalts and Shirk were both
present and each gave two interesting discussions on different subjects. We were pleased
to have so many attend from the Red Star
Church, near Leedey, also quite a number
from other denominations near us.
Early Dec. 4, our Bishop D. R. Eyster accompanied by Bish. Shirk and Bish. Shoalts,
left for Canada. If the Lord wills our Bishop
will be gone about ten weeks, holding revival
meetings in Canada. We pray that he may be
blessed and made a blessing in the salvation of
souls there.
YOUNG PEOPLE'S CONPERENCE
A Young People's Conference will be held at
the Highland Church on New Year's Day, (Jan.
1, 1937), sponsored by the Tri-County Young
People's Society of Southern Ohio. All young
people are given a hearty invitation to attend.
Marjorie Cassel, President.

M. B. C. NOTES
Baptismal Services
On Sunday, November 22nd, four new
members including three students joined
church fellowship with t h e congregation
worshipping here. May God bless these
new members to the edifying of the entire
body.
Preceptress Admitted
After nearly three months of working and
waiting, our preceptress, Sr. Pearl Swalm,
was admitted into the United States from
Canada. After the news circulated that she
would finally be permitted to return to
Grantham, students kept on the watch for
her. On Tuesday, November the 24th, she
arrived and resumed her duties, to the satisfaction of all.
Missionary to Israel
Dr. Reid of Cincinnati, Ohio, spoke in an
extended chapel service on Tuesday morning, November the 24th, concerning his call
to and work among the Jewish population of
Cincinnati. His unusual call to present Messianic testimony to these Jews seems still
more extraordinary in view of the fact he
left Korea in the midst of successful medical
missionary work and after having been
born there and spending a good portion of
his life in that work.
Second Installment
On Monday evening, December 7th, Dr.
James K. Shields, of Newark, N. J., whose
lecture on the early life of John Wesley,
was so much appreciated, delivered the second lecture covering his latter life. This
biographical sketch of the founder of
"Methodism" was intensely interesting.
Drawn into the story of John Wesley's life,
were the lives of two other outstanding men
of his day—his brother Charles, the great
hymn writer, and George Whitfield, the
orator unexcelled.
Alumni Project Nears Completion:
Another big step towards the completion
of the new Alumni Memorial Auditorium is
the installation of a heating system of sufficient capacity to care for the needs of this
building for gatherings the year around.
The regular Christmas Carol Program and
Musical, scheduled for the evening of December 22 will undoubtedly be well attended and there is great satisfaction in knowing that the Church has in this building
ample seating capacity for these large Christian gatherings.
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The Hope of the Christian
(Continued from page 413)
ment of all the promises of God to all who
shall overcome by the blood of the Lamb,
afford pleasures and satisfaction such as
only the redeemed of the earth can know.
It is the inspiration and exceeding joy and
pleasure of the Christian's hope that leads
him to count all things but loss for the excellency of the knowledge of Christ Jesus
our Lord. In the living hope of a glorious
immortality the Christian reckons that the
sufferings of this present time are not
worthy to be compared with the glory
which shall be revealed in him. Rejoicing
in the hope of the resurrection of the just,
his heart is thrilled with the consciousness
of the assurance of coming forth in a
glorified body, to stand before the King
Eternal, in the likeness of the glorious body
of the Son of God. Upon such a foundation of faith as is found in the Lord Jesus
Christ the soul can rest with perfect security, and may with sweetest blessedness
and comfort relax in the tender embrace of
our loving Heavenly Father. The Christian's hope brings him into continual fellowship with the Prince of Peace. It is a
'condition affording a sweet refuge in all the
trials of life, and a calm repose that soothes'
the troubled spirit of the pilgrim on his
way to glory. It is that confidence that
knows no doubt and that lifts the soul to a
life that is beautiful and sublime, holy and
good, and fits the- Christian for that blessed
abode where faith shall be sight and hope
shall be no longer hope.
The present blessedness of deliverance
from sin, and the consciousness of divine
presence is but a foretaste of future glory
which we patiently hope to receive in the
day when the righteous shall shine as the
sun and shall go sweeping through the gates
into the N e w Jerusalem. While the Christian hopes for that which he sees not, yet
the goal is just as real to him as though it
were in his present possession, because his
trust is stayed on Him who is the King
Eternal, The Invisible, The Almighty God,
the Everlasting Father, The Prince of
Peace. The foundation upon which the
Christian's hope is built is so boundless in
duration, so wonderful in its majestic
beauty and so glorious in its reality, that
the very contemplation of thus standing
in favor and fellowship with Him who is
from everlasting to everlasting, the same
unchangeable God, yesterday, today and
forever, brings such joyous anticipations
to the heart of the believer that it seems, as
it were, he is standing on the very threshhold of eternal glory.
It is the hope of the Christian that energizes his entire being to activity in the
work of the Master, that he may finish his
course with joy.

December 21, 1936
T h e present joys of salvation, coupled
with the glorious expectancy of the final
reward, when final victory shall perch upon
our banners, marvelously help us to deny
ourselves and daily take up our cross and
follow Jesus. The divine Spirit in the
heart of the Christian brings him in relation
to God as His dear child. And therefore,
every born again child of God looks up
with confident hope to h i s Father in
heaven, longing for the time when there
shall be a happy meeting, when all tears
shall be wiped away, in the land beyond
the confines of time and space.
The Christian's test of discipleship intensifies the sweetness of that goal for
which he hopes. It brings out the richness
of the tender ties of affection between the
Christian and his God. The Christian's
hope becomes grander and sweeter as time
goes on, and when put to the final test it
will shine like pure gold tried in the fire.
Living in that blessed hope, and longing for
its fulfillment intensifies the beauty and
eternal value of the final reward. W i t h
each successive trial the Christian's hope
becomes more deeply rooted and grounded
in the eternal Rock of Ages. As the rose
sheds forth its richest fragrance when
bruised and crushed, even so the Christian's hope in his God, when seemingly
crushed to earth, it will again beam forth
in his heart, with all its grandeur, luster
and beauty, rejoicing the heart and bringing heaven so near that only the narrow sea
of death intervenes.

If You Were Thirsty
"If any man thrist, let him come unto
Me, and drink" (John 7:37).
During a revival in a town in Ohio, a
man who had been very worldly minded
was awakened, but for some time concealed
his feeling, even from his wife, w h o was a
praying woman. She left him one evening
in charge of his little girl of three years
of age. After her departure his anxiety of
mind became so great that he walked the
room in his agony. The little girl noticed
his agitation, and inquired, " W h a t ails you,
papa?"
He replid, "Nothing," and endeavored to
quiet his feelings, but all in vain.
The child looked up sympathizingly in
his face, and inquired, with all the artlessness and simplicity of childhood, "Papa, if
you were dry wouldn't you go and get a
drink of water?"
The father started as if a voice from
Heaven had fallen on his ear. H e thought
of his thirsty soul famishing for the waters
of life; he thought of that Living Fountain
opened in the Gospel; he believed, and
straightway fell at the Saviour's feet. From
that hour he dates the dawning of a new
light, and the beginning of a new life.
—Unknown.
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Clogged Channels
Rev. Joseph H. Smith
' H E R E a number of souls—or a
single soul in a community or circle
or family—know or knows of the fulness
of the Spirit there must be some explanation due, if there are no "rivers of living
water" pouring out upon the parched
ground or thirsty souls about them.
W e think of two suggestions. First,
there may be some clogging of the channels that are meant for the output of things
spiritual.
These are three in number,
namely: Praise, prayer and persuasion. The
first of these is distinctly noted as such in
Ephesians 5:18, 19, thus: "Be filled with
the Spirit, speaking in Psalms and hymns
and spiritual songs—singing." And again
in Hebrews 13:15 we are enjoined to offer
the "sacrifice of praise to God continually,
that is, the fruit of our lips giving thanks
unto God." Now, too, much meddling
with the things of others (even with intentions of courtesy of sympathy), and especially sharing their dissatisfactions with
this or that; or absorption in our own
griefs, or losses or distress; or in the public
agitations as to politics and world affairs,
will choke the channels of praise. And it
is to be ever kept in mind that "the joy of
the Lord is your strength."
Next, it is prayer that lends potency to
our output upon the world. Reference here
is made particularly to prayer for others.
That is intercessory prayer. That this
channel is often clogged with some may
be evidenced by the cessation of its flow,
even in behalf of loved ones and of others
whom they had promised to pray for, and
did for a while, and now and again by
spurts; but not at all, like that frequent and
peristent c a l l i n g of the importunate
widow, nor like that man at midnight who
at length got bread enough for himself and
for the lost and needy man at his door as
well by his undivided and persistent prayer.
N o w this prayer channel may be clogged by the freezing effect of frigid temperature about us when there is no revival on,
and our neglect of regular spiritual exercise to keep ourselves in a glow of fervor
of desire and zeal for the saving of the lost.
Then, too, spiritual concern for others
may be diverted unto other and lesser
channels as to concern for their schooling,
or their good behavior and their appearance in public, or perhaps interest in their
material prosperity or anxiety about their
health, above that for their eternal destiny.
Lawful and Christian as it is for us to
"Rejoice with them that do rejoice, and
weep with them that weep," and ready as
the Holy Spirit is to direct and aid us in
so doing we must never lose sight of men's
(and children's) souls; of the nearness of
the judgment and the endlessness of eter-

nity; and to see to it that the outpouring of
the Spirit through our prayer is pre-eminently and persistently for their salvation.
Education, situation and success in things
the world is most bent upon are all but
secondary and trifling compared with their
spiritual safety, security and service. Souls
have been saved at distances of many miles,
by prevailing prayer alone. Revivals have
been started and sustained in most destitute
and unpromising places, and that without
evangelist or minister, by persistent prayers of a few. And, upon the other hand,
where the spirit of intercessory prayer is
by any means choked or checked, efforts
at revival are failures or shams. And more
than likely there were other things proposed as "better" and more "progressive"
for building up the church than "oldfashioned revivals." And parents were
contenting themselves with "'religious education" instead of conversion for their children.
W e once heard Bishop William Taylor
say that "God very often employs us as
His agents in the answering of our own
prayers for others."
And this brings us to the channel of persuasion. This is the Spirit's output through
our powers of speech in our contact with
others for (all of) whom Chist died. Observe, we say persuasion—for, after all,
the yielding of the will is our objective
point. Teaching—even convincing—is but
preparatory or preliminary and may leave
the soul in its sins and under the greater
condemnation because of its greater light.
Whether a preacher or an humble personal
worker, our chief function is exhortation.
It is not enough—not nearly enough—to
get men to believe what we say, nor even
to subscribe to the creed and come into the
church—we must hope and pray and labor
to get them all the way to Christ. This
will require strong currents of Christ's love
coursing through our speech and, sometimes, high tides of passionate or pathetic
'appeal.
And the channels for this may be clogged by indolence or a spirit of procrastination upon the one hand, or an untimely
haste upon the other. (More frequently the
former than the latter). Or it may be
clogged by a consuming interest in things
of a next dispensation instead of this day
of salvation: or by too great importance attached to some even good though not vital
but secondary or relative matters. As for
instance, current moral issues in politics,
modes of baptism or of dress; or questions
of sectarian difference. W e have known
favorable conditions for conviction to be
despoiled by scholarly discourses upon the
Jews in prophecy. And altar services de-
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feated and conversation on personal salvatitin and sanctification dismissed by controversies over the ordinances, and questions as to Mussolini or the "mark of the
beast." Anything that is almost as great in
our mind or talk as pardon or purity or
power in the Holy Ghost will be a clog in
the channel of persuasion.
And with this matter before our minds
we will, in concluding, call attention ip a
second hindrance. And this with a simple
illustration. The other morning the little
electric heater in our bathroom did not respond when I turned the button. The coil
did not get red and no heat was radiated
for my warmth. I looked first to see if
the coil was burned out. N o , it was all
right. I followed the wire up to the socket,
and it- was not displaced. The several
rounds of the plug and coil were in place—
except that it was not quite far enough in
to make contact with the electrical tap. It
needed another turn for pressure. Hence,
there was no "juice" transmitted to the
bathroom by the stove. See?
N o w it is that inner touch with the
source of light and power that makes for
the blessings through us to those about us.
Things may be in place, and may all be
with ritualistic, ceremonial precision, doctrinally straight and homiletically correct,
and the approach to others may be courteously and even musically harmonious and
faultless. Yes, one's own relations in ethics
and to the church may be smooth and
regular—but if there is not an abiding truth
with the Holy Spirit in the inmost life, all
will be as void of light and heat as was
my bathroom that chilly morning.
—Free Methodist.
Redlands, California.
See, Lord, before Thee is my heart: it
struggles, but of itself, it can effect nothing.
D o Thou, what it cannot do. Admit me
into the sacred chamber of T h y love. I
ask, I seek, I knock. Thou, who causest
me to ask, cause me to receive: Thou givest
me to seek, give me to find. Thou teachest
me to knbck, open to my knocking. T o
whom dost Thou give, if Thou deniest him
who asketh? W h o finds, if he that seeks
is disappointed? T o whom dost Thou open,
if Thou shuttest to him that knocks? From
Thee I have the desire; O may I have the
fruition.—Anselm.
There is no great reckoning to be made
of the withering of my flower, in comparison of the foul and manifest wrongs done
to Christ. Nay, let never the dew of God
lie upon my branches again, let the bloom
fall from my joy, and let it wither, let the
Almighty blow out my candle, so being the
Lord might be great among Jews and Gentiles, and His oppressed church delivered.
—Samuel Rutherford.
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Farewell at New York
Mrs. Gtaybill

Wolgemuth

E have now come to the last mile
of the way," were the words of
one of the Winger boys as he arose to
give a short message to the crowd of one
hundred and forty brethren and sisters,
who came to N e w York City to bid farewell to the missionaries, Eld. and Mrs.
W a l t e r Winger and two little girls, Elmo
and Ruth, and Elwood Hershey sailing to
South Africa.
it

It was Wednesday, November 25 at
1:30 p., m. that we met in the large reading room of the Steamship Berengaria. As
the crowd sang "I'll go where you want me
to go," and "Ready T o Go," the room
kept filling up till all the s e a t i n g
room was taken and m a n y
were
standing. Bro. Eichenberger of the National Bible Institute, who has so kindly
chaperoned our groups thru the city at
former times, opened the service by telling
the touching scene when the Winger family came home about a year and one-half
ago, when Walter, who was on the field
twelve years without a furlough, was met
by his brother Marshall, and didn't know
him anymore.
It was a warm hearted crowd, melted together by tears of love and sympathy. Elwood sat with his parents and brother,
and W a l t e r and Abbie sat with their family. As they arose and gave their farewell
messages one by one, our large crowd was
just as one big family in the Lord. W e
"wept with those that wept" and "rejoiced
with them that rejoiced."
Before we were ready for it the bell rang
and the call was given "all visitors off the
boat." The missionaries stood at the door
where each one shook their hands "farewell" as the crowd sang, "My Jesus I love
Thee: I know Thou art mine. For Thee all
the follies of sin I resign. My gracious Redeemer, My Savior art Thou, if ever I love
Thee, My ]esus, 'tis now!"
After we were off the boat we noticed
another group of Christians also singing
hymns of love and praise to God in honor
of their missionaries sailing on the same
boat. W e could feel the sweet blending
of Spirits as we mingled our songs together
on the dock. W h a t a grand home coming
time it will be one of these glad mornings
in the resurrection! Oh what singing, oh!
what shouting when the saints come marching in! This may take place soon. Dear
ones don't miss it! I I think any unsaved
around there could surely feel salvation is
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real. Our heart often wells up with glory
as a sweet spring within when we think of
it that we are saved, but then such a keen
sense of responsibility comes over us when
we think that we must give an account of
our time and talents before the Lord who
saved us. The outstanding scripture which
the Winger's dwelt on was, "Except ye
forsake father, mother, houses, lands, children and your own life for my name sake
ye cannot be my disciples." They surely
have left a challenge to the church. They
have gone to Africa and left four children
here just as Jesse Engles, Harvey Freys,
Myron Taylors, Mrs. H. L. Smith and
many other dear missionaries have done.
God bless them for their sacrifice.

Last Farewell
On Board S. S. Winchester Castle
Southampton, Dec. 4th, 1936
A K I N G at about three a. m. next
morning out from N e w York, our
mind wandered back to how we spent our
last Thanksgiving day together as an unbroken family in the Missionary Home at
Grantham, Penn.
Can we be thankful to-day speeding
away from our four oldest children, to
spend another term on the African Mission
Field? Yes, first we thank God for our
children, and most of all for their consecrated Christian lives; we are also thankful
for that consecration expressed in a message sent by them after they saw our boat
leave, and received by us on boat when
well out to sea, saying, "God Speed." Yes,
we wept freely in parting and we do miss
them, yet how thankful we are that they are
given and consecrated to God, and that
with confidence we can commit them to the
Father, who alone is abundantly able to
keep.
Again we thank God that they can stay
at a good Christian school, this we do appreciate very much. W e are also thankful for this opportunity of being practical,
claiming as we have that God's call to
service is first. W e are glad to make this
gift of leaving our precious children in the
Father's hands and far removed from us,
so that we can be of use in Africa, for the
cause of the Master, and the salvation of
precious souls.
And last, while we may never meet in
this world again, we are thankful for the
words given us as our boat pulled out and
the faces of our dear ones faded from our
view at N e w York Docks, " W h e n we all
get to Heaven," also " W h e n we all see Jesus, etc." Yes, dear Christian friends, it is
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worth it, and it is real, and we are very
thankful on this Thanksgiving day.
W e are very thankful for the young
man, Brother Hershey, who is accompanying us back to South Africa, and we pray
that another man will follow soon. W h e n
it comes to going out in service, Home and
Abroad, too many of us have lost our vision, we have t h e soul-saving message
which the world needs, and it should put us
to shame, bring us to repentance and deep
consecration, when we see other religions
and cults, who surpass us in zeal and giving. There were fifteen American mothers
on our boat, going to Rome and gladly giving their sons- for the Priesthood.
As our ship nears Southampton w e thank
God for answered prayer in a smooth
voyage, and travelling mercies. W e appreciate very much the House of Rest, 10
Finchley Road, St. John's W o o d , London,
where Missionaries can feel at home and
rates are very reasonable.
Our souls were also inspired to more
earnest service for the Master, as during
our short stay in London, we stood at
David Livingstone's grave in Westminster
Abbey, also as we saw where those imprisoned in the past for their Christian
faith, carved Scripture texts in the stone
wall and stood true to death, are we walking worthy of all the blessings of Christian
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liberty which we enjoy largely as a result
of their faithfulness?
W e again say good-bye from Southampton, and God bless you all, and may we
ask your prayers that our service in Africa
for the Master for this term or till Jesus
comes, may be of such that will satisfy His
great heart of love.
Yours in His glad service,
W . O. Winger.

Elisha commanded the King of Israel to
smite the ground for each victory, so she
is smiting the ground for the the fourth
time for another victory. It was an encouragement to her to see so many who
had come to see them off and felt that in
the last moments she could express her
thoughts best through the hymn,
"My Jesus as Thou wilt, O may Thy will
be mine,
Into Thy hand of love, I would my all
resign,
Thro' sorrow or thro' joy, conduct me as
Thine own
And help me still to say, 'My Lord, Thy
will be done'."
Mark said that in a sense he feels that
they have gone the last mile of the way.
" N o doubt, often in the days to come," he
said, "we will long to see mother's face and
feel father's hand on our shoulders."
Bert followed with the thought that
mingled with sorrow, there is always joy
for the Christian. He expressed gladness
that they all belong to God and asked us
to especially remember their little sisters
in prayer because the older ones know just
what the younger children have to go"
through in the boarding schools.Beth affectionately declared that she is
not only parting with her father and mother, but with the dearest girl friend she ever

Another Missionary
Farewell
iN Wednesday morning, November
25th I suppose the first thoughts of
many of the brotherhood, especially those
in N e w York, were drawn to the missionaries who that day were planning to leave
their families and sail for Africa. The
night before many of us were at the Chinatown Rescue Society where some testified,
some sang, and Bro. Irvin Musser and Bro.
Elwood Hershey were asked to speak to
the men. Sitting up on the platform and
looking back over the hall we saw a sight
which we shall not soon forget; men with
wretchedness, hopelessness, dejection, fear
and sin written on their faces. W e were
glad to witness for the Lord there and
glad to know that there were those who
are giving of their time and their talent to
win the souls of those men. There was a
Bible class of saved men occupying the
front seats. At the close of the service
several men came forward for help.
Several different groups were sight-seeing Wednesday morning, b u t by 1:30
o'clock most of the folks (coming from
Ohio, Franklin Co., Lancaster Co., Lebanon Co., Grantham, Berks Co., Philadelphia
and possibly other places) had gathered on
the boat and spent about a half hour in
viewing the Hudson River, seeing the boat,
taking pictures and visiting the cabins of
the missionaries. Their cabins were very
small, but were directly opposite each other
at the end of the corridor.
A little after two o'clock we gathered in
a large, comfortable room in which we were
privileged to hold the service. W e began
the service by singing, "God is still on the
Throne," "I'll go where you want me to
go" and "Ready." Bro. Eisenbergex opened the meeting and Bro. Irvin Musser offered an effective, fervent prayer. Bro.
Graybill Wolgemuth then asked the missionary group to give us their parting messages. T h e y responded, Bro. Winger
speaking first; among other things he said
that in leaving their children in America
he placed confidence in the President and
Faculty at Grantham. He repeated the
words of the hymn, "Thus would I go for
Jesus has called me." He also expressed
the hope that this their third term of service may be the most fruitful of all.
Mrs. Winger said she feels that just as
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had.
"I would be true for there are those who
trust me,
I would be pure for there are those who
care," were her closing words.
Paul said that if God wants them to go
He knows it will be all right.
Bro. Elwood Hershey then expressed the
fact that he was glad to go with such a
self-sacrificing group, that he was happy
to have his family with him in these last
hours in America, and as the bell sounded
for us to leave the boat he declared that
he meant to be true to the ideals of the
Church at home. Bish. Jacob Bowers
pronounced the benediction, and while singing several hymns the group of approximately 140 shook hands with the departing missionaries as we passed through the
door and then hurriedly went on shore.
The crowd then gathered at the windows
of the pier and waited for the boat to
leave. Finally at three o'clock the Berengaria started to move. W e watched it
leave the port and waved our last farewell
to our beloved missionaries.
M a y God give them a safe voyage and
happy and fruitful years in His service in
Africa.
"That which befits us, embosomed in
beauty and wonder as we are, is cheerfulness, and courage, and the endeavor to
realize our aspirations. Shall not the heart
which has received ' so much, trust the
power by which it lived."—Emerson.
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Supaul Mission
E R brought the termination of
OCourT O Brainy
season and at once the
flooded land responded to the sun's rays.
However, the many ditches and low marshy
spots afforded splendid places for the mosquito to breed. The result is a dreadful
scourge of malaria in and around Supaul.
It has been our custom to open the dispensary in the mornings only, but the
crowds who come begging for quinine
are so great and their pleas so persistent,
that we are opening the dispensary twice
daily. Each person-has the same sad story:
"In my house three people are down; in my
house five people are sick; in my house
everybody is stricken except me." Forty
to fifty dead bodies—death caused by malaria—are carried along the bazaar road to
the "river" burial ground daily. W e dispense from 200 to 230 doses of quinine
daily and could dispense again that much
if we had the funds.
The muncipality has kindly installed a
"kerosene" burning lamp-post just in front
of our Church. It is about a "four-power
candle" light and would give a lot better
service if the chimney and glasses were
kept clean. T h e existing order is that it is
not to be lighted on moonlight nights.
Bro. Paulus went on tour visiting an
abandoned out-station. He found the people desperate and stricken with malaria.
The floods had washed away many homes
and the refugees found shelter on a strip of
road about two miles long. The water
washed up on either bank. Here the people
had built up a stretched-out village of
straw houses. That road proved the last
thing in a pinch for the poor people, but
Bro. Paulus found it a fruitful place to
preach the Gospel.
On October 11th, three babies were
dedicated in the morning service. One of
the boys was the son of Emmanuel Rai, the
deacon, the other was the son of Samuel
Rai. The baby girl was the daughter of
Pulmani and Dukha._ Lista thought it remarkable that none of the babies cried
when her daddy took them in his arms.
October 12th, Sister Rohrer returned
from her stay in Saharsa. W e are happy
to have her home again.
Immediately after the Sunday morning
service a man implored Bro. Paulus to
come and treat his brother who had been
bitten by a snake. He said the sick man
had been unconsicous since six o'clock.
W h e n asked why he did not come at once
in such a tragic event, he answered that
they h a d been practicing witchcraft to
drive off the demons. Upon examination,
it was discovered that the man was not
suffering from snake bite, but rather was
stricken with some acute illness.
On October 20th, Sister Gayman spent
the afternoon with us. She brought Phyllis
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Engle with her. Phyllis stayed with us
for several days and when she returned
home, Mary Lou was our welcome guest.
Later in the month Lista returned the visit
to her friends in Saharsa.
A number of the boys have been sick
this month with malaria, even though we
treat them constantly with quinine. They
do not have mosquito nets for sleeping, so
are ready prey for the blood sucking mosquitoes.
Brother Engle came to Supaul on a business trip. W e were glad to have him
come.
In view of our approaching conventions
it is our constant and united prayer that
God will visit us in a mighty way. Someone gives the following as Revival Steps:
Inspiration, God's vision of the need.
Desperation, agony in prayer and planning.
Perspiration, wise laboring for revival.
Expectation, looking by faith for its arrival.
Visitation, the descent of His Presence
to perform His work.
M a y we follow these steps.
—B. N . P.

October at Mtshabezi
Oct. 1. Mafela, a girl who had spent
two years at Matopo in training as a teacher and who has been substituting here as
teacher in the absence of one of our ill
teachers, returned to her home today in
preparation for her marriage.
Oct. 2. A doctor from Bulawayo was
here for the second time to visit our hospital.
Oct. 3. W e attended the burial of a
baby—Naka Sophia's grandchild.
W e had a good members' meeting today.
The Spirit of God was present. There
seemed to be a hungering for more of God.
Oct. 12. W e are glad to welcome Ruth,
our teacher who has been ill. She seems
well enough to take over at least most of
her former responsibilities.
W e thank
God for this.
Oct. 14. A Mr. Grinstone is here visiting our schools. He has been sent out by
the Church of England to survey their own
schools and also schools of other denominations.
Oct. 15. Mafela's wedding! M a y God
bless both Mafela and her husband and
make them true lights for Him!
Oct. 16. Njinji, one of our girls who has
been ill in the hospital at Bulawayo for
some weeks returned home today. W e
thank God for her recovery. Bro. Brubaker's took Lily into the Bulawayo hospital. She is very ill.
Oct. 17. Srs. Brenaman and Frey went
to town with Srs. Kauffman and Wolgemuth who left for their short furlough to
the coast this evening. While in town, the
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sisters found Lily exceedingly ill, and in the
late afternoon she left this world for the
next. Our sympathy is with Frank, her
husband of but a few months. M a y he look
to the One who is able to comfort and help.
Srs. Brenaman and Frey stayed at Matopo over night.
Oct. 18. The sisters arrived home before
Sunday School with the sad news.
Oct. 19. The Guanda doctor was here.
He expects to make regular visits to our
hospital instead of the doctor from Bulawayo who was here before.
Oct. 20. Bro. Brubaker left for outschools, accompanied this time by Bro.
Eshelman from Matopo. Sr. Eshelman and
little Lois are our guests for a few days.
Oct. 24. • W e welcome home Bro. and
Sr. Hall and Barbara. They report a beneficial holiday at the coast.
Tonight a large group of the girls, as
well as some men and boys, went locust
hunting. The locusts were thick on the
trees a short distance from the mission.
Most of the group did not return until
about 3:00 a. m.—just before a big shower.
Oct. 25. A lovely day after the rain last
night! The rains are starting quite early
this year, but thus far most of the showers
have been light.
Oct. 29. Twins are born at our hospital
—the first twins ever born here. The
mother seems to welcome them. Twins
are not considered such ill omens as they
were in the earlier days.
— F . M. F.

Holiness Missions. They returned with
varied ideas of Mission work.
Oct. 11. In the absence of the Missionaries Mwalu the deacon took charge of the
services at the Mission.
Oct. 12. Six new girls return with the
old ones. Our group now numbers 76, besides 2 orphans and 4 helpers.
Oct. 15. Chiyoma, a local member,
preached in early morning prayer meeting.
He gave his experience of returning money
to a European employer for having been
implicated in the killing of an ox while in
his employ.
Dr. Thompson and Police Wright from
Choma called at Mission on their way to
a near-by village where a native had committed suicide a day or so previously.
Oct. 17. Jesse, the three year old child
of William and Ruth died. The parents are
members here.
Sr. Engle reported good response in Saturday evening prayers with the girls.
Oct. 4-18. Mizinga the evangelist conducted meetings at Simanbi Village. He
reported good results.
Oct. 18-19. Bro: Eyer made a business
trip to Sikalongo. He brought back mulberries which Sr. Eyer canned.
Three boys from Sikalongo, two of them
teachers, and one of our outschool teachers spent the week-end in and around
Macha. Evidently one of their objects in
coming was to spy out "help-meets" from
our group of girls.
Oct. 20. Re-roofing Sr. Engle's room,
re-doing Girls' Pole and daga (mud) Class
Room, the building of a hut for orphan
children and another for sick girls' use, and
a new brick and thatch kitchen for the girls,
and a new brick and zinc dormitory for the
girls' constitutes p a r t of the industrial
work going on at the present time.
Oct. 22. 188 attended prayer meeting
this morning. Jeremiah preached f r o m
II Peter 4:12. A good many morning school
pupils from the surrounding villages were
present.
A school girl runs away from the school
to her aunt's village. Her aunt has just
had twin babies and she feels she should
help take care of them as the uncle had
been here a short time before asking for
her.
Macha Staff proof-read half of the N e w
Chitonga Hymnal in the evening.
Oct. 23-25. Srs. Moyer and Winger
spend the week-end at Simaubi Outschool.
Oct. 29. The Outschool teachers and
their pupils meet at Macha Mission to render their Closing-Day Programs. Around
600 people were present.
Oct. 30. The Macha Group pay a visit
to their Sikalongo W o r k e r s remaining over
Members' Meeting on Sunday.
W e , who hadn't seen Gerald Cecil Cullen, were pleased to make his acquaintance.
Signed A. E. W .

Macha News Notes
Oct. 1. Bro. Eyer took Masotsha Sibanda to Choma after having conducted
two weeks of successful revival effort
amongst us. Bro. Eyer brought Sr. Moyer along back. She had been at Sikalongo
caring for the new Cullen baby and mother.
Oct. 2. Monthly Prayer Day—178 were
present.
Oct. 2-4. Sr. Winger accompanied by
three native helpers spent the week-end at
Hakasulwe village and also visited other
surrounding villages. 580 were in attendance at the different services. A number
asked for prayer.
Oct. 3. The new hospital began to be
roofed. It is hoped it will soon be finished
as it is a much needed building.
Oct. 5. Village chief from Shahunkululu
visited at the Mission. Seldom these old
chiefs are interested enough to come round.
Oct. 8. Srs. Moyer and Winger took the
Women's Hygiene Class to Nuzinga's
Village for a practical lesson in Village
cleaning. Everyone worked with a will.
Oct. 9-12. Mid-term holiday when all
the girls went to their homes or with
friends. The missionaries took advantage
of the occasion and visited three neighboring Mission Stations. The Roman Catholic, Seventh D a y Adventist and Pilgrim
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GOING HOME . . . FOR CHRISTMAS
(Continued from page 415)

CHRISTIAN LIFE BIBLE STUDIES

The minister laid a fatherly hand on the
heaving shoulders, his face deeply thoughtful. It was a lot of money, but this chap
was little more than a lad. He should be
off the Bowery.
"All right," he said. "Go and find a decent suit."
We went to the station to see them off.
Old Fumble looked almost distinguished in
the cast-off clothes of some kind donor who
quite obviously employed a good tailor. Lem
seemed younger than ever with his long
slim wrists protruding from the sleeves of
a collegiate top coat that made up in
warmth what it lacked in fit. He carried in
his pocket the tickets and enough money to
land Fumble on his own doorstep.
"Good-bye," said : the minister, "and God
bless you—and may you be in time."
"In time," quavered the old man, "for
what?"
"For a happy Christmas," I said firmly, a
prayer in my heart.
"Going home," he trembled, terribly muddled at all this confusion. . . . "Good-bye,
lady. . . . Going home. . . . To Millie and
Gracie . . . where I'm wanted . . . where
there's room for me . . ."
—Christian Herald.

For Young People's Meetings

THE NINETY-FIRST PSALM MADE
REAL
Mrs. N. W. Minokue
It was in the fall that we left for the
tropics. The day we sailed from New York
was a dull, raw, cold day. The breeze coming over the Atlantic changed to a wind as
we put out to sea, and it soon became
rough. We tried to follow the advice of
friends and stay out on deck, to prevent
getting seasick. It was . too cold to sit
around, so we walked the deck to keep
warm. It was hard going, the deck unsteady under our feet, and we felt we were
only prolonging what must inevitably come.
We were right; we were convinced of that
as soon as we got to our stateroom, and
the next day we were content, not to be seasick, but to lie abed where we were comfortable and cozy.
'By the time we appeared on deck again,
the crew had changed their uniforms to
white duck, and the passengers to lighter
clothes. We were so far south by this time,
the weather was warm and delightful. Five
days later we reached Panama, and going
ashore, we had our first experience of the
tropics. It was more than warm; it was hot.
Perspiration streamed down our faces, and
we were glad to get back to the boat where
there was a semblance of a breeze at least.
Five days later we arrived at our destination—Manta, Ecuador. I still can see the
white sandy beach coming closer and
closer, until finally I set my feet upon it.
The next morning we started inland to the
mission station, and I began my arduous
task of studying the language.
I found it very hard to concentrate on

No. 263
SHIP BUILDING- UNDER GOD'S ORDERS
A Character Study of Noah
Genesis, Chapters 5-9
Topic for January 10, 1937
Suggested Scripture Reading: I Cor. 3:9-16
I.

The Builder—Noah.
1. A Man with a Godly Heritage.
a. His Great-grandfather—Gen. 5:22-24;
Heb. 11:5; Jude 14.
b. His grandfather—(His name literally
translated means, "he shall die" and
"it is sent") Gen. 5:21-27.
Note: Methusaleh lived so near to the flood
that Ripley missed his death entirely and called him the "greatest swimmer," but he died
just when God said he would, and the flood
came just when God said it should. Again the
Book triumphs over the ignorant "wisdom" of
man. There is something even in names recorded by God.
c. His Father—Gen. 5:25—(There are two
men by this name, One of the godly
line of Seth and the other of the ungodly line of Cain).
Look up the meaning of Noah, then
read Gen. 5:29 and suggest the character of the man.
2. A Godly Man in an Ungodly Age—
a. The age—Gen. 6:1-7. Read Gen. 4:26
last clause, then Gen. 6:5. 11, 13. Compare this with Jude 14:19. What relation do these descriptions bear to our
own times?
b. The man.
Read Gen. 6:8-9. Compare this with his
great-grandfather in 5:24. See 6:22;
8:18, 20; 9:1 and II Pet. 2:5.
Read Titus 2:12 together with Jude 24,
25. See if you can make some practical
comparisons, then and now.

II.

The Building—
1. The ship itself. Gen. 6:14-16.
2. The purpose of the ship. Gen. 6:17-21;
Gen. 7.
3. The facts typified by it. Heb. 11:7; I Pet.
3:20, 21.
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No. 264
THE TOUCH OP THE MASTER
Topic for January 17, 1937
Suggestive Scripture Reading: St. John 6:27-38
I.

The Live-giving Touch. Luke 7:14.
Carefully note details—the helplessness of
sympathetic friends, the helpful sympathetic
Friend, etc.
"What is significant in the clause, "and they
that bare him stood still"?
According to vs. 15a, what does the Lifegiving Touch produce on the part of the individual touched?
Who needs the Life-giving Touch today?
(Rom. 5:12; II Cor. 5:14).
To whom is it given?
What accompanies it? (Col. 2:13; Eph. 2:6
and 5:14).
What is the conduct of one who has experienced it? Find scriptures.
II. The Cleansing Touch. Matt. 8:3.
Clearly portray the helpless, hopeless individual in this scene.
Give thought to the loathsomeness of his
malady, its growing power, its defilement, its
separating effect, its horrible end; and in this
connection consider its antitype, sin.
Who is in greater need of the Cleansing
Touch, the "respectable" sinner or the more
obviously hopeless case?
What is the difference in the provision for.
the two classes?
Why did the Master give this leper attention? Develop practical truths.
III. The Enlightening Touch. Matt. 9:29.
Consider to what extent these blind individuals were handicapped.
From such scriptures as II Cor. 4:4, II Pet.
1:9 and others discuss some conditions of
blindness today, and the subsequent effects.
When was mercy extended to the two blind
men?
When are conditions of blindness as mentioned above cured?
Study II Kings 6:15-17, and consider the
possibility of Christians living beneath their
privileges and missing blessings, if they have
not experienced the Enlightening Touch.
XV. The Comforting Touch. Matt. 17:7.
Consider the circumstances which brought
fear to the disciples.
Give thought to Jesus' tender consideration
of these men.
What are some of the conditions which call
for the Comforting Touch 1oday?
To whom and by what means is it ministered?
Here is an opportunity to make a personal
appeal to the young people who are in need
of the Master's touch to apply for it NOW.
(St. Jno. 6:37b).

If Jesus Christ is everything to me, I
know He can be everything to any man,
and because I know it, then woe is me if
I will not do all that is in my power to get
every man who does not know Jesus Christ
to share Him with me. There is no escape
from this logic. If I love Jesus Christ,
which means if I am loyal to Him, which
means if I keep His commandments, I am in
touch with everybody to the ends of the
earth who needs Him and I cannot wash
my hands and say that you must excuse
me from the matter.—Matlbie Babcock.

Suggestion for Children:
Jesus' touch of blessing on the children
should not be omitted in the service in which
this topic is used. Have someone speak to the
children from Mark 10:13-16, reminding them
that Jesus himself passed through childhood,
and of His interest in and concern for children
even though He is "Master."

the study; to master a language alone. The
heat bothered me so much. I had left behind me a scorching Chicago summer, but
there is that about a Chicago summer— it
comes to an end sooner or later. But this
was different. Every day was the same,
with no end to be expected. Christmas
came, and the rains began. It was cooler
while it rained, but when it stopped, the
earth steamed. And when the rainy season
was over, it was unbearable.
One evening, after dinner, I went to the

study, which I shared with a senior missionary, to prepare for an examination
next day. I had studied hard, perhaps too
hard; the heat seemed to me intense. It
was too early in the season to expect the
afternoon mists to come down from the
mountain, which later on would alleviate
the situation somewhat. There was not a
leaf stirring. The cry of a baby in the next
house was shrill; the bark of the dog in the
patio was like a sharp instrument inflicted
into the flesh—and he continually barked;
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the braying of the donkeys, and there were
so many donkeys in the village, they were
continually braying, was to the same effect.
There were no windows in our house, nor in
any other house in the village, and these
sounds came freely and numerously. The
constant dull pounding of sulphur mixture
into Panama hats a block away, was like
some one pounding on my head.
I could not study. I left the room and
went to the bedroom, and flung myself on
the cot, hardly realizing that I was on my
knees in the attitude of prayer. I knew not
what to pray for or how to form my petition. I only knew I was desperate for relief.
And I found it. These words from the
ninety-first Psalm came to my mind, inaudibly, but real: "He that dwelleth in the
secret place of the Most High shall abide
under the shadow of the Almighty." "Under
the shadow of the Almighty." "Under His
shadow." It was more refreshing than a
bath. A bath to us then, was only a sponge
bath, in tepid water, and served only to remove perspiration, at the same time, the effect of producing more perspiration. It was
more refreshing than an ice-cap. Ice was
something we never saw, and which we tried
to forget. I actually felt cool in His presence. All my frantic feeling passed and I
felt refreshed in body, soul and spirit.
Recently I read a book by a missionary in Africa, who spoke of how, when they
were traveling through hot stretches in the
dry season, it was so refreshing to rest in
the shade of a great rock. It was much
cooler than the shade of a tree. In Isaiah
32:2 we are given the promise of a "man
[who] shall be as an hiding place from the
wind, and a covert from the tempest; as
rivers of water in a dry place, as the shadow
of a great rock in a weary land."
And I remembered, as I read it, that I,
too, once rested in the shadow of the Rock
of Ages.—Christian Life.

The Lord is My Shepherd
Anna E.
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may truly feel that He is theirs without
making Him any less to anyone else who
loves Him.
The Lord is my SHEPHERD—He
cares
for me daily. He leads me into green pastures; He satisfies; He is enough. Some
care for riches, but give me Jesus. He
leadeth me beside the still waters. W h e n
troubles comes, He stills the storm. W h e n
I am thirsty, He gives me to drink of the
rivers of His pleasure. He not only gives
me food and drink but He restores my soul!
He is the only One who can. Though my
soul is scarred with sin, He restores it.
Though I sometimes wander and stray
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away, He restores my soul again. He
never leaves me nor forsakes me. D a y and
night He is watching over me and He that
keepeth me neither slumbers nor sleeps
Bless His holy Name!—Christian Life.
Personal righteousness does not save us,
nor make us grow. Christ saves us when
we receive Him and He keeps on saving us
and making the salvation mean more to us
day by day on the same conditions of repentance and faith, and not on the basis of
gifts, brilliancy, giving bodies to be burned, or goods to feed the poor, or whatever.
—Western Recorder.

Just What You've Been Looking For
A-Five-Year Diary—with record pages for all the important things you want ts
note. Here is the finest of its kind ever offered. In addition to five years of diary
pages there are pages for memorandum, birthdays, and an index of important notes
and addresses.

THIS DIARY IS INDEXED!
A positive sensation wherever shown! Bound in beautiful silk-tone binding, lustrous glow edges, engraved lock with key, new, patent swivel hinge, silk marker and
matching head bands, decorated end-sheet, packed in beautiful gift box. Colors: green,
deep blue, and purple-red. Sent to you postpaid. Our special price, $1.00. No. E-66D.

E. V. "Home Assortment'' Always Popular
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These lovely greetings, assembled from broken lines of
highest grade greetings on the market and priced to fit
your pocketbook, should appeal to you more than ever this
season.
This beautiful gift box contains 25 greetings for
Christmas, birthday, get-well, congratulation, sympathy
and others. Every folder has an envelope with which to
mail your greeting. Sent to you postpaid at the very unusual price of 49c per box.

Minoyue

The LORD is my Shepherd—not the
Prophets, nor yet the Apostles, nor any
saint of God, but the Lord Jesus Christ
Himself is the One who is my Guide, the
One in whom I can confide, whom I can
trust with every detail of my life from day
to day. He, Himself, is interested in me
and in my welfare. It is the very Son of
God who cares for me.
The Lord IS my Shepherd—not He was
years ago, nor He will be after eternity has
dawned, but He IS right now—in the midst
of this difficulty, in the present trial—He is
with me now. His comfort sustains me,
His presence cheers me; He now imparts
His wisdom to instruct me in the way in
which I should go.
The Lord is MY Shepherd—He may be
yours too, but I know He is mine, for His
Spirit bears witness with my spirit that I
am His and therefore I know He is mine.
The Lord is infinite. He is enough for us
all. Each individual who believes on Him

Scripture Text Calendar for 1937
Better Than Ever and More Beautiful
Exceptionally inspirational is the cover of the Scripture Text Calendar for 1937.
It's a very fine painting by Hacker, entitled, "The Quest of the Magi." Inside are
twelve wonderful pictures. It is topically arranged, so that you can read the Bible
through in one year. In addition, there are
three months on a page, the International Sunday School Lesson Assignments, and Golden
, ''rJText, Prayer Meeting Texts, etc. Grace your
walls this coming year with a Scripture Text
Calendar.
Always appreciated and growing
more popular each year.
QUANTITY PRICES
Single copy
$ .30
4 copies
1.00
12 copies
3.00
25 copies
5.75
50 copies
9.00
100 copies
17.00

E. V. PUBLISHING HOUSE,

NAPPANEE, INDIANA
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